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PREFACE. 



The following Memoir is intended to per- 
petuate the remembrance of a child who was 
very dear to her parents, and to many friends 
who were personally acquainted with her ; several 
of whom have expressed a desire that some 
record should be made of her early piety and 
devotedness, 

A sense of obligation to God, who made her 
what she was, and a hope that, by His blessing, 
even this unadorned narrative may be made 
useful to other children, have induced its pub- 
lication. This Memoir is written by a Mother ; 
and it is quite possible that some things are 
introduced which, to other persons, may appear 
insignificant. 

Still the parental affection which may be sup- 
posed to have led to their insertion is associated 
with the conviction that those who knew and 
loved my little girl will be pleased to see as much 
of her as can well be presented within the lusaxl^ 
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of a brief narrative. It may be observed that the 
life of my precious child was in general one of 
great weakness and suffering, spent chiefly in her 
own home ; and it had little of incident to make it 
remarkable. My earnest prayer to God is, that He 
would be pleased to bless this humble effort to 
promote His glory. 

Even now He is glorified when children cry, 
** Hosanna to the Son of David." 

^* Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings 
hast Thou ordained strength because of Thine 
enemies, that Thou mightest still the enemy and 
the avenger." 

Pillgwenllt/, April 2Hth, 1866. 
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" But Jesus said, Suffer the little children to come 
unto Me, and forbid them not : for of such is the 
kingdom of God." 

Mabt Susanwa, daughter of John and 
Elizabeth Haeding, was bom September 24th, 
1846, at Helmsley Blackmoor, in the North 
Eiding of Yorkshire. 

It seemed as if the porch of life was destined 
to be to her the gate of death, for she appeared 
to be still-bom ; but, by the blessing of Gk)d on 
the means employed, she breathed, and gave 
other signs of life. A mother only can under- 
stand a mother's feelings. "No language can 
adequately describe mine, while looking on my 
little darling, my first-bom child. I regarded 
her as being not so much miive, «»& ^iJs^^ \jRrc^^\ 
a sacred trust committed to tk^ ^^^t^ ^^"^ 
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season. Though years have passed away, I 
have a distinct recollection that a special in- 
fluence from on high rested upon me. 

By the Holy Spirit I was led to implore 
for myself grace and wisdom to train up my 
precious babe in the " nurture and admonition 
of the Lord;'* and that He would be pleased 
to place this little one among the lambs of His 
flock ; and that from her earliest infancy she 
might be the object of His care, and the 
subject of His grace. 

I experienced a sweet sense of the presence 
of God, and felt assured that the object of my 
solicitude would not be forgotten by Him 
who " gathers the lambs with His arm, and 
carries them in His bosom." 

I have now the means of judging by the 
effect, and I have not the slightest doubt that 
the prayers so earnestly offered at her birth 
were answered in the bestowment of a more 
than ordinary measure of Divine influence. 

Her sufferings may be said to have com- 
menced with her birth, and, with comparatively 
-^w and short intervalB, to liave eoui^cDMLfc^ 
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through the whole period of her earthly 
sojourn. I could not but be aware that her 
constitution was exceedingly delicate, and that 
constant care and attention would be necessary; 
and, much as I loved her, and much as I 
desired that God would be pleased to spare 
her, I never looked forward to her reaching 
mature age without experiencing an inward 
check ; and the painful impression was often 
produced on my mind that she would be 
removed from us in early life. 

"When six weeks old, she had a dangerous 
illness. All hope of her being restored was 
gone, and I was anxious that she should be 
consecrated to God in baptism. Her papa had 
an appointment to a distant country place, and 
as we thought it extremely imlikely that she 
would be living when he returned, he baptized 
her before he left home. 

Never shall I forget that scene. We then 
solemnly dedicated her to God, placed her in 
His hands, submissively implored her life ; but 
rejoiced in the thought that M \\. ^et^'S^^'^f^^ 
to take her from eartli, Bke^ovii.^^^OKt^^^*^'^ 
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merits and mediation of our adorable Saviour, 
be taken to join the *' multitude that no man 
can number, before the throne of God and the 
Lamb. 0, how consoling is the view given in 
the holy Scriptures, respecting the light in 
which our children are regarded by God. 
True they are " bom in sin," and hence they 
inherit a depraved nature j but " the free gift 
came upon all men unto justification of life." 
Hence they are bom ''under grace." They 
have been " redeemed by the precious blood of 
Christ; they are the special objects of His 
care. In answer to prayer, a large measure of 
restraining, enlightening, and saving grace is 
imparted. The promise is fulfilled, "I will 
be a God to thee, and to thy seed after thee." 
If they are spared, they may be preserved 
from "the pollutions that are in the world." 
If they are early removed, we are not left to 
sorrow as those that have no hope. 'Tor of 
such is the kingdom of heaven." They are 
very dear to Christ. In a very important 
sense, they are pointed out as examples to all 
wIjo would ^^£ee &om the wratli \« eome?' 
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" And Jesus called a little child unto Him, 
and set him in the midst of them, and said, 
Verily I say nnto you. Except ye be converted, 
and become as little childien, ye shall not 
enter into the kingdom of heaven." 

The conduct of Christ when children were 
brought to Him is very striking and impressive. 
It is profitable for '* reproof and instruction." 
*' And they brought young children to Him, 
that He should touch them, and His disciples 
rebuked those that brought them.^ But when 
Jesus saw it He was much displeased, and said. 
Suffer the little children to come unto Me, and 
forbid them not, for of such is the kingdom of 
God." Here, then, we have both encourage- 
ment and authority to bring our little ones to 
the Son of God, and to believe that He (though 
now in heaven) wiU put His hands upon them, 
and bless them. He committed the care of 
these lambs to His Apostles, and made the 
*' feeding" of them a pledge of love to Himself. 

Ten months had now passed away since the 
birth of my little girl, anditl\aji\ife«a.*«i"o^^'^ 
period of much anxiety and cate. ^-^ V<»^5^ 
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had greatly suffered, and a change of air was 
recommended as the only probable means of 
my restoration. We therefore left home in 
the month of August, with the hope that a 
short sojourn in Cornwall would be of benefit 
to us. By the mercy of God, we reached my 
father's house in safety; but when the time , 
we had fixed for our return arrived, she was 
again seized with illness. As she could not 
be exposed to such a long and fatiguing 
journey, the delay of a few weeks was unavoid- 
able ; but her papa was obliged to return to 
his Circuit. After a while she became better, 
and I thought I might venture to take the 
journey, and we reached home in the month of 
November. 

She was now a little more than twelve 
months old. God had blessed her with great 
sweetness of disposition, and, although so 
young, this was remarked by all who became 
acquainted with her. It may be well supposed 
that I found the journey sufficiently long and 
tiresome; but I was pleased and thankful to 
observe that the mild and engagm.^ Taasmet^ 
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of my little charge so favourably impressed 
those who happened to be our traveUing com- 
panions, that they were always ready to render 
us every assistance in their power; so that, on 
the whole, I had perhaps as little trouble as I 
should have had if I had been alone. 

The March following God saw fit to afflict 
her with scarlet fever, by which she was 
brought so low, that aU who saw her thought 
the Friend of little children was about to 
remove her to a better world; but the rod, 
though lifted up, was mercifully withdrawn. 

At the Conference of 1 848, we were appointed 
to the Pontefract Circuit, in the West Biding 
of Yorkshire. Before going there, we spent 
three weeks in Scarborough. There was much 
in this town and its neighbourhood to please 
and delight her. The sea was an object of 
great interest and attraction, especially as this 
was the first time she had ever seen it. She 
was never weary or'contemplating it, and the 
various objects which, in connection with it, 
presented themselves to hftx o\«fcT^«fc^^s^« '^ 
was to me a great gra.\i&a^^QrD^ *^ ^-^kc^^ 
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that these things were not looked upon with 
dull or listless inattention ; for, by the remarks 
made, and the questions proposed, it was easy 
to see that her whole heart was engaged, and 
her mind impressed. 

On our arrival at Knottingley, (the place of 
our residence while in the Pontefract Circuit,) 
we found a number of very kind Mends. She 
soon became a general favourite. She con- 
tinued to manifest great mildness and gentle- 
ness of disposition; and as she was treated 
with great kindness by her Mends, she soon 
became very much attached to them, especially 
to those who talked to her about God and 
heavenly things, or in any way sought to 
interest and instruct her. As these attentions 
made her joyous and happy, I had frequent 
opportunities of impressing on her mind that, 
in order to be loved by others, it was necessary 
that she should be affectionate and obedient 
herself. 

About this time, we commenced taking her 

to the house of God. I took pains to impress 

«■ keriamd tbnt Cfod was there, and ^illck»^1EL^ 



TBANSTLAJSTTED FLOW£BS. 15 

saw her; and that while He would be dis- 
pleased if she were naughty anywhere, He 
would be especially so if she were naughty in 
the chapel. 

The public worship of God was, even at her 
early age, associated with great reverence of 
thought and feeling; and the consideration, 
"Thou God seest me," ^ectuaUy repressed 
restlessness, or any kind of improper behaviour. 
The following little incident may perhaps give 
a better idea of her feelings on this subject 
than any remarks of mine could ftumish. On 
one occasion she felt weary and tired. The 
service was protracted beyond the usual hour. 
She said to the servant, " I wish you would 
take me home, for I fear I am going to be 
naughty." Thus the most prominent feature 
of her character began early to manifest itself. 
For, as will be seen in the course of this 
memoir, her great desire was to be good; 
and, to become so, she made great effort, and 
offered many artless but fervent prajrers. 

In August, 1849, we took bet ^^^gjasjL \si 
iScarborough, where ^e e^eiA. ^xaaTsficL^ ^t>Kis. 
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was to her a period of great enjoyment. She 
was twelve months older than when she first 
visited it, and was consequently better able to 
derive pleasure from what she saw and heard. 
Everything contributed to her gratification. 
The weather was beautiful, the town full of 
company, and all appeared happy. Of course, 
under this fascinating exterior, there was 
much misery; but of this she was happily 
ignorant. She saw only the outside. It was 
enough that all appeared happy; she really 
was so ; and the belief that others were, con- 
tributed in no small degree to her joy. Those 
who have been in Scarborough during the 
season, will easily imagine how greatly a 
child of her age and habits would be de%hted 
with the various objects of interest which at 
such times the town presents. The crowds of 
people promenading the sands ; the number of 
bathing-machines, with the customary bustle 
attendant on the use of them; horses gallop- 
ing hither and thither; the gay attire and 
striking equipage of the wealthy; all were 
calculated to interest and gratify her in a high 
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degree; while, in common with manj other 
children, she found pleasing employment in 
digging pits in the sand with her spade, or 
raising mounds of various sizes and shapes, 
and giving to them those names which her 
fmcy suggested. Hour after hour was thus 
spent, tiU weariness or some engagement com- 
pelled us to return. Thus the history of one 
day might serve for all the rest. But the sea 
was the great object of interest. She often 
went on it; and, while eagerly looking over 
the side of the boat, it was necessary to pay 
special attention to her, lest she should Ml 
into the water. She wished (to use her own 
language) " to go down where the fishes live." 
During our stay, we lodged at the house of 
Mr. Addison; a man well known in Scar- 
borough, especially in Methodist circles, and 
greatly esteemed. He was then in a state of 
total blindness. He was very fond of her, 
and paid her great attention. He strung 
together, for her amusement, some pleasing 
couplets, which were deeply impressed upon 
her mind ; and when years had passed away, 
b3 
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she was in the habit of repeating and singing 
to her brothers those simple lines which then 
80 much interested her. 

She was now three years old, and I was 
more thankfiil than I can express to observe 
that heavenly and Divine things increasingly 
engaged her attention. She was accustomed 
to kneel, and reverently put her hands to- 
gether, at family worship. She now began to 
manifest a great love for books. She could 
not read, but she often requested others to 
read to her, and was in the habit of asking 
questions on matters of which she was ig- 
norant. In this way she obtained a consider- 
able amount of information for a child of her 
age. She was very fond of hymns, and 
wished them to be repeated and sung to her, 
and tried to sing them herself. Her voice, 
though weak, was both sweet and clear ; and 
we were often surprised at the readiness and 
correctness with which she could repeat and 
sing those simple but beautiM compositions. 
It was evident that she could easily leam, and 
that her memory was good. Even at that 
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early period of her life she knew several 
hymns, but was espeeially fond of the one 
beginning with, — 

<' There is a happy land, 
Far, far away !" 

Her aptitude in learning aud singing hymns 
may in some degree be accounted for by the 
fact that adjoining our house there was a large 
day-school. Singing formed no unimportaut 
part of the daily school-exercises. Both the 
master and mistress were greatly interested iu 
the spiritual improvement of the children 
committed to their care. Mary Susanna was 
often present, and on her return home tried to 
sing to me those simple airs which she had 
heard the children sing in the school. 

In July, 1850, we paid another visit to our 
jfriends in Devon and Cornwall. This was to 
all of us a source of pleasure, but especially to 
her. True she had seen them before, but she 
was then a baby, and therefore was unable to 
appreciate the kindness and affection with which 
they regarded her. The case was nom -^^si?^ 
different. The period oi yqS»S!l<c^ ^^ ^'wbSv.n 
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she was able, in some degree, to form coirect 
ideas of what transpired around her, and there 
was also the ability to give expressioa ta 
them. At this period of her life, she was 
very susceptible of kindness shown to her; 
and as her relatives paid her every attention, 
she returned their affection with great ardour. 
After our return, she often referred to the 
pleasure which this journey had given her, 
€uid invariably spoke of her Mends with great 
tenderness, particularly her grandmamma, who 
was then confined to her bed, and of whose 
recovery there was not the slightest hope. 

In the course of the year, the Rev. Dr. 
Bunting preached at Pontefract, at the re- 
opening of the Wesleyan chapel. "We were 
very anxious that she should have the oppor- 
tunity of seeing and speaking to the venerable 
Doctor. He, with condescending kindness, 
took her on his knee, asked her several 
questions, and then, in a very solemn and 
impressive manner, gave her his blessing. 
This interview made a deep impression on 
her mind; in fact, she never forgot it. 
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At the Conference of 1851 we were removed 
to Chesterfield, in Derbyshire. Her health was 
considerably improved. She now began to go 
regularly to school; and, I think this may 
be said to have been the happiest period of her 
life. She became greatly attached to her school- 
mistress, who invariably treated her with 
kindness. Thus going to school was to her a 
source of great pleasure ; she loved to learn, 
and hence applied herself with assiduity to 
her lessons. She had often expressed a wish 
to learn to read, but we hesitated to teach her, 
for we saw that, she was too delicate, and, at 
the same time, too ardent, and we feared to 
apply anything like stimulus ; but it was not 
easy to repress her thirst for improvement. 
She did not find the difficulty which many 
children experience in learning to read; and 
the abiHty once acquired, was to her a never- 
failing source of enjoyment. Her understand- 
ing was clear, her perceptions quick, her 
memory retentive ; and, to all this was added, 
the habit of imploring grace and aaaiataxLCft 
from on high. She qva^ >ci^<5s^^ *^Qa^ ^^:^ 



22 TIUNSPLANTBD FLOWERS. 

would do everything; and, true to this con- 
viction, she asked with confidence His help 
and blessing. 

The Bible now became her chosen and con- 
stant companion ; and J&om its inspired pages 
she daily learned lessons of humility and 
wisdom. She thus became acquainted with 
the depravity of her own heart, the nature 
and evil of sin, and the love of God as mani- 
fested in the gift of His Son ; and she often 
sung, with sparkling eye and radiant counten- 
ance, — 

" Holy Bible, book divine, 
Precious treasure, thou art mine." 

In July, 1851, it pleased Gtod to take her 
grandmamma to heaven. This was to her a 
very solemn event. Her grandmamma was 
greatly attached to her ; and she returned her 
love with all the warmth of her aflPectionate 
heart. It was the first death that had oc- 
curred among her relatives since she could 
remember. Though she had been often told 
that she would die, and though she knew it. 
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and assented to it, yet up to this time she had 
not been in any way associated with death. 
The impression made by the removal of her 
grandmamma, was deepened by an occurrence 
which took place about a month after. A 
person was interred in the chapel : she was 
present ; and the solemn scene greatly affected 
her. For the first time in her life she saw the 
weeping Mends, the open grave, and heard the 
impressive burial-service. She saw the coffin 
lowered into its last resting-place; but there 
was not one present on whose mind a more 
deep and lasting impression was made than on 
hers. She came into the house weeping ; and 
from this period she became increasingly 
serious. Death was seldom long absent from 
her mind, and yet such thoughts made her 
sad: though she did not like to think of 
death, she often exulted in the prospect 
beyond. Heaven had charms for her which 
earth could not furnish. She dwelt on the 
end with holy joy, but she started back from 
the wop which leads to it; and this feel- 
ing was evidenced by her throughout her 
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subsequent life. This was often to me a 
source of regret; and since her removal, the 
great enemy has taken occasion from this cir- 
cumstance to afflict me with agonising doubt 
as to the eternal safety of my precious child. 
My chief refuge has been earnest prayer ; and 
the following considerations, which have given 
great relief to my own mind, are named with 
the hope that they may be made useM to 
some in similar circumstances. 

I have said that she was warmly attached 
to her Mends. She now saw that death in- 
volved a separation from them. Had it been 
possible, she would not have had them die 
before her, nor would she have died before 
them. 

On one occasion, when I was supposed to 
be in a very precarious state, she burst into 
tears, and said, "0, mamma, I want to die 
when you do !" Again : I have thought that 
a shrinking from death is natural ; the love of 
life has been implanted within us by our all- 
wise and benevolent Creator, and long life is 
made the subject of promise aa ^^ Te^«c^ 
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of obedience: "Honour thy father and thy 
mother : that thy days maybe long upon the land 
which the Lord thy God giveth thee." Death 
is the punishment of sin; and surely God 
would not have us regard it with unconcern, 
or look upon it as a trifling matter. As I have 
observed something like dread of death in 
persons eminent for their piety, I have been 
disposed to regard it rather as evidence that 
such persons have entertained correct ideas on 
this awful subject, than as famishing proof of 
their unpreparedness. 

St. Paul says, " N^ot that we would be un- 
clothed:" and even Christ prayed, "Father, 
save Me from this hour. Let this cup pass 
from Me." The portal is dark and gloomy, 
but it leads to that 

" Land of pure delight, 
Where sauits immortal reign." 

The emotional greatly predominated in the 
constitution of our little girl : the consequence 
was, that she had mau^ ^o\a:Q.«^ ^1 ^^'^jKosfe 
that otherwise Bliewo\i\<i\^^^^i^^'^^^*^^^^^'*^^^^ 



26 TRAKSPLAKTKD FLOWEBS. 

to. Hence she was rery susceptible of the 
beautifdl wherever she saw it. And I hayc 
never known one so young in whom the beau- 
tifdly either in nature or art, appeared tc 
produce such a deep and joyous impression. 
But especially was this feature in her charactei 
manifested when speaking, hearing, or reading 
about good people, particularly children. "Next 
to the holy Scriptures, she delighted to read 
examples of early piety: these she tried tc 
imitate. Often have I noticed her fixed 
attention, till her emotions became so strong 
that she could not control them. She would 
then silently and jfreely weep: these were 
often tears of joy. She had more happiness 
than her feeble powers could sustain. In this 
way her ftill heart found relief, and the 
seriousness which followed plainly showed 
how deep was the impression which had been 
made upon her mind. But this extreme sus- 
ceptibility was also a source of pain. Suffer- 
ing never failed to excite her sympathy. She 
took ))l(jaBuro in relieving the poor. For 
//f//f pnrpoBe abe reserved the peive^ ©.-^^i 
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her by her Mends. With truth it may be 
said, 

" When the hungry ask'd for bread, 
By her hands they oft were fed ; 
Seldom did the abject poor 
Travel empty from the door." 

Often would she return from the door, saying, 
with tears, 

" Not more than others I deserve, 
But God hath given me more." 

Medical men had frequently told me that if 
spared to be seven years of age, she would, in 
all probability, outgrow her natural weakness 
of constitution. She was now in her seventh 
year, and I cherished the hope that the oft- 
repeated opinion might prove correct. 

At no former period did I look forward with 
so much interest ; for she had never given such 
promise of mental and moral excellence. I 
observed, with thankful pleasure, every indica- 
tion of vigour. 0! how did my cherished 
expectations brighten the fritaie*. ^^^^wssge*^ 
bad been too Banguiue, too cwsSl^^t^.- ^SS-^^Rk, 
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God effectually checked every feeling of this 
kind. 

In the latter part of July she had an attack 
of inflammation on the chest : the'symptoms 
were alarming; medical aid was promptly 
resorted to, and the means used were neces- 
sarily severe. Much as I felt, I could not but 
admire that grace, and adore that goodness, 
which enabled my darling child to suffer so 
patiently. Had there been the peevishness 
and obstinacy frequently induced by severe 
pain, it would have been extremely difficult 
to do what was necessary ; but her tranquillity 
of mind doubtless contributed to the success of 
the means employed; and though she recovered 
in a good degree, I am of opinion that the 
effect of this illness remained, as there was 
ever after a weakness of the chest, and a pre- 
disposition to inflammation on the slightest 
exposure. 

She often regretted the loss of her three baby 

sisters, and frequently visited the grave in 

going to or returning from school. She knew 

/iiia^ only the dust was there, axi^ \o<:?&a^ 
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forward with pleasure to the time when she 
should see them again. " God," said she, " has 
taken them to heaven, and I hope to go there 
too." While our friends generally were very 
fond of her, a young lady, resident in the 
town, was particularly attached so her. She 
had noticed the child's taste for reading, and, 
presented her with a copy of the " Wide wide 
World." This book was highly valued, and 
frequently read. The attachment was mutual, 
for out of our own family there was no one in 
whose company she more delighted. Miss G. 
wished to regard her as an adopted niece. 
This greatly pleased her, and, she ever after 
called her " Aunt Sarah." 

After our removal from the Circuit, her 
** Aunt " condescended to write to her, and in 
various ways showed that her affection for her 
was unabated. Though it may seem to an- 
ticipate the course of events, this may be the 
most suitable place to insert a letter which I 
received from this dear and valued friend on 
the occasion of my darling's death. I insert It 
to show the opinion. ioxroLfe^ olV<st\s^ ^^^'^r. 
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who were not related to her, and also as an 
expression of my gratitude for the kindness 
shown to the departed one. 

''dmterfsUy June, 1854. 

"Mt DEIS Mb. and Mbs. Habding, 

" The sore affliction by which you are 
visited is too great for earthly consolation to 
reach. I cannot let a day pass without assuring 
you of my sympathy. Alas ! I can offer no 
comfort. I can only pray that He who has 
smitten may heal. 

** 0, my dear Mrs. H., may God the Saviour, 
who in His mortal agony did not forget the 
mother that bare Him, be with you, and 
support you in this sad, sad trial. Little did I 
imagine that your sweet flower was so soon to 
be cut down. Even now I can hardly believe 
that those lovely eyes are closed, and that 
gentle voice silent in death, and that I shall see 
her no more till the morning of the resurrec- 
tion. To me she was the subject of many 
cherished hopes : what must she not have been 
to you? 
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" My heart bleeds for you. It seems as if she 
were but lent you for a season to show us what 
meant the Saviour when He said, ' Of such is 
the kingdom of heaven,' and now recalled as 
being too pure for this world of sin and sorrow. 

You made me happy by permitting me 

to regard her who is now lost to us as I should 
have done were you really my sister : you must 
not now refuse to let me love you, and think 

of you as one Words cannot express the 

longing earnestness with which I desire and 
pray that you may be sustained under this 
heavy stroke. I think of you without ceasing, 
and by the mysterious power of sympathy, all 
around seems to speak of you and of her that 
is gone. 

" In every room there is some object that 
has met the gaze of her sweet thoughtful eyes; 
some book that I hoped she would one day 
read ; something that I prized because I fancied 
it might give her pleasure. Prayer is mingled 
with the thought that her dear head on which 
I delighted to ask every blessing is laidlo^. 
I know that she "iias eiiX^et^^ ^x:<^Qv^^^^^s^ ^^ 
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blessedness, exceeding all that any heart can 
conceive; but the praise I would offer is 
checked by the consciousness that I would 
rather have seen your rose-bud bloom for us on 
earth, than look on her as gathered into the 
paradise of God. May God forgive and take 
away that rebellion which mixes with my 

sorrow I often ask myself, * If I am 

thus, what must be the sufferings of those to 
whom she was so exquisitely dear ? * 

** Again and again is the prayer offered that 
you may not sink beneath the waves and 

billows of adversity It seems but the 

other day that your darling child called my 
attention to that beautiful verse, ** I love them 
that love Me, and they that seek Me early 
shall find Me." how fully has that gracious 
promise been fulfilled in her, but how mourn- 
fully for those who remain behind ! It 

is no wonder that the Mends were so much 
attached to her ; they will not soon see such 
another. Her external loveliness, the match- 
less sweetness of her disposition, her uncommon 
talents, and early piety combined \ft aXtec^e.! 
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Tegard ; but I am sure that none in Wales or 
elsewhere, (save her own near relatives,) would 
love or prize her more highly than I did. Her 
death has cast a shadow over my earthly 
future, which wiU long remain. My dear 
Mrs H., may God sustain and greatly bless 
you. I shall not cease to pray for this. Accept 
the sincere love of yours, 

" S. E. G." 

In the year 1853, the Eev. William Jackson, 
who then travelled in Sheffield, came to 
Chesterfield to preach the annual sermons in 
behalf of the chapel. He had long been an 
intimate and valued friend of her papa's. 
She was sitting in the parlour, reading the 
"Wide wide World," a book in which she 
was so much interested that she read it over 
and over again, and was well acquainted with 
its leading incidents. During a pause in the 
conversation, she came to Mr. Jackson, with 
the book in her hand, and looking with mild 
earnestness in his face, as though she took it 
for granted that he \70ui^\)e ^xoxsLOcLSsi^RX^^i^ 
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as herself in a matter which seemed to her 
of great importance, said, "Mr. Montgomery 
has lost his law-suit." He, in a very kind and 
condescending manner, entered into conversation 
with her, and expressed his surprise that she 
had made herself so well acquainted with the 
story; and asked her if she had ever read 
" Uncle Tom's Cahin." She answered in the 
affirmative. He then asked her who of all the 
persons mentioned there she liked hest. " ! 
Eva, St. Clair, and Uncle Tom," was her 
immediate reply; and when asked why she 
liked them best, she said, " Because they were 
good." Mr. Jackson then asked her whether 
she would not like to be as good as Eva. "Yes, 
indeed, I should," was her earnest answer. 
He appeared to be very much pleased with 
her remarks, and in a way which indicated 
the interest he took in her, drew her to his 
side, and, with great tenderness of manner 
and expression, assured her that God could 
make her so, and would, if she prayed to Him. 
The heart of each present echoed his fervent 
blessing, and earnestly did "we ^to^ Xk-aX. «x> 
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early removal might not complete the resem- 
blance. 

At the Conference of 1854 we were appointed 
to the Swansea Circuit, in South Wales. We 
resided in Neath. It was pleasing to observe 
that her seriousness increased with her ad- 
vancing years. She became more than ever 
attached to the holy Scriptures. Beading and 
learning the Scriptures were never associated 
in her case with punishment. I strove to 
impress on her mind that the Bible was the 
word of God ; that it was given to us in kind- 
ness, and that it contained the story of God's 
infinite love to us. She often read it at 
family worship, and was always pleased when 
she was allowed to take this part in the sacred 
service. 

She had but little love for those amusements 
in which children generally delight, but greatly 
preferred retiring to some quiet place where 
she might read without interruption; and often 
did tears of sorrow and delight fall on the 
inspired page. As she did not regard tXva 
Bible as a common \>oo\l, ^q ^'fe ^wi^ ^^ 
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bear to see it treated with anything like 
irreverence. 

It has often been named as a proof of the 
piety and devotedness of King Edward YI» 
that on one occasion he was much grieved when 
a youthful companion stood on the Bible to 
take down something that was out of his 
reach : also, that at his coronation, when the 
sword of state was brought to be carried before 
him as monarch of the three kingdoms, he 
said, "One is still wanting;" and when the 
nobles asked his meaning, he demanded a 
Bible, and said, " That book is the sword of 
the Spirit, and to be preferred before these 
swords." 

I am reminded of a proof which my precious 
child gave of her love to the holy volume. 
She once saw her eldest brother standing on 
the Bible. She was much pained, and said, 
" 0, Tom, how can you be so naughty?" and 
then took it up, and, bursting into tears, she 
held it to her bosom, saying several times, 
''^Precious, precious book ! " As the Bible was 
so dear to herself, she strove to m^\vefeQ>V)ti^T^\ft 
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become acquamted with it: hence she often 
recommended it to her young Mends, and 
frequently asked the servant if she would like 
for her to read the Bible to her. 

She was accustomed to read the Scriptures 
and pray in secret. This she did with more 
regularity after hearing a sermon from the 
words, " But thou, when thou prayest, enter 
into thy closet, and when thou hast shut thy 
door, pray to thy Father which is in secret; and 
thy Father, which seeth in secret, shall reward 
thee openly." By the daily and prayerftd 
reading of God's truth, her mind became 
deeply impressed with the importance of sacred 
things. She saw her lost condition as a sinner. 
She felt and mourned over her want of con- 
formity to the image of her Saviour. Often 
did she say, 

" put Thy gracious hands on me, 
And make me all I ought to be ! " 

She often talked about the love of God in the 
gift of Jesus, and of what the Swassvjx ^^«ss.^ 
suffered to procure out E8\\a>i"OTL. ^^^^sssSSs:^ 



38 TBANSPIANTED FLOWEBS. 

did she treasure up in her mind God's revela- 
tion respecting that happy country, for the 
enjoyment of which she was becoming more 
and more prepared. 

" There are thrones and crowns of glory, 
There the living waters glide ; 
There the just, in shining raiment, 
Wander by Immanuers side." 

Her anticipations of heaven were joyous, 
because her faith was firm. She was not 
disturbed by any doubts of the truth of Scrip- 
ture. Whatever she read there, had its full 
force on her mind; for she would as soon have 
doubted of the truth of what she saw, as have 
imagined for a moment that there was any- 
thing but perfect truth in this revelation from 
heaven. Several of our friends in l^eath will 
long remember how frequently she took occasion 
to advert to these sacred subjects, to ask 
questions concerning them, and how she lis- 
tened with the utmost attention and interest 
when any one talked to her about them. 
JT^ mattered little whether she N^aa aX^Vora^a 
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or at the houses of our friends. Her remarks 
were the overflowings of a ftdl heart, and 
there was a propriety and seriousness in them 
which was by no means common for one so 
yoimg. Hence the remark often made by our 
friends there was similar to that which we had 
heard before ; ** She will not live long." Her 
" conversation was in heaven." It seemed as if 
she had a presentiment that her race was almost 
run. God made her light to shine the more 
brightly, as it was so soon to be extinguished. 
At no former period of her life did she talk 
so much about heaven. That she should see 
her Saviour there ; that there would be no sin 
there; that she should see her baby sisters 
there; that her friends and all the wise and 
good would be there ; and spend an eternity in 
praise and love. She knew, 

" That the age they in heaven shall spend, 
For ever and ever shsdl last." 

That on all the blessedness of \ij^"5i.^<e^ ^^^ ^s. 
the '' glory of immoxla\^\:^:' ^^ ^V' ^^^'^^^ 
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" when we get there we shall never part again. 
Once there, always there." 

She now became deeply anxious for the 
welfare of others. She grieved over the 
wickedness of the wicked, and would, had she 
been able, have persuaded all to abandon sin, 
and live in the " fear of the Lord." "What 
she could do, she did. To her eldest brother 
she often addressed words of warning and 
entreaty; while to her youngest brother she 
talked in language simple, earnest, and affec- 
tionate. She was ever ready to intercede for 
them when they had done wrong, especially 
for the youngest ; and when any slight accident 
happened to him, she hastened to him, took 
him on her lap, and consoled him, saying, 
"Poor little boy! I am very sorry. Come, 
let Sissy kiss it, and it will soon be better." 
At such times she was accustomed to sing to 
him the hymn beginning with, — 

" I am but a stranger here, 
Heaven is my home." 

Ser attachment to the p\i\)\\e yrat^v^ qI 
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God was great. Every part of the service 
interested her. She was able to find the 
hymns as they were announced from the 
pulpit, and sing them with the congregation. 
Many adult persons might with advantage 
have imitated her thoughtful and devout 
behaviour while in the sanctuary. She was 
in the habit of reading the text on her return 
from chapel, and repeating what she could 
recollect of the sermon. 

The Sabbath was to her the best day of the 
seven ; " the pearl of days ; " "a delight, holy, 
and honourable.*' Everything like amuse- 
ment or play was sacredly abstained from. 
She knew that the day was holy; that God 
had blessed it ; and that it was our duty to 
" sanctify it," by consecrating it to religious 
and holy exercises. This gave it value in her 
estimation, and induced her to anticipate its 
return with pleasure. The afternoon wa^i 
generally spent in reading the holy Scriptures, 
and in religious conversation. Sometimes, from 
ill-health, we were prevented from attending 
the public worship oi Go^. "T^^^ -^^ '^s^ *^ 
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be a priyation; but though unable to meet 
"the great congregation," we have spent 
many happy Sabbaths at home. She was 
very fond of singing, and had committed to 
memory several beautiful hymns. Often have 
I noticed the expression of her countenance, 
so joyous and heavenly, while singing her 
favourite hymn, — 

" I think, when I read that sweet story of old, 
When Jesus was here among men." 

Especially was she struck with the words, — 

*^ I wish that His hands had been placed on my head, 
That His arms had been thrown around me ; 
And that I might have seen His kind looks when 
He said, 
* Let the little ones come imto Me.' " 

These beautiful and expressive words often 
occurred to her mind, and she frequently 
repeated them to me, when engaged in her 
daily duties; usually saying, "How beautiftJ 
these words are, mamma ! 0, I wish that Hif 
Jbands had been placed on my head!" I: 
these pleasing Sabbath exeTc\ses \vet V<? 
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brothers generally joined, sitting one on each 
side of their sweet sister, offering their simple 
but sincere praises to Him who had inclined 
their young hearts to love and serve Him. 

Thus the holy day came to a close, while 
the effect was to induce each to look forward 
with increased pleasure and hope to the en- 
joyment of the heavenly Sabbath, of which 
these earthly ones are the types and pledges. 

Soon after our arrival at Neath, she became 
more delicate; indeed, it was evident, from 
the first, that the locality was not favourable 
to her health. There were indications of 
great weakness and debility. She often com- 
plained of pain in her head, chest, and side, 
generally adding, "But my pain is not so 
great as our Saviour's was, when He hung 
upon the cross." Her nervous system became 
affected as it never was before. She did not 
like to be alone. A painful sense of appre- 
hension was experienced by her when lying 
awake in bed; and she sometimes called me 
to come to her, saying she was afraid, and 
could not sleep. 
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About this time one of her aunts visited us. 
On one occasion she woke her aunt, and asked 
her if she should suffer any pain when she 
was put into the grave ; and at another time 
she asked her, "What do you do when you 
are alone, so as not to be afraid?" Her aunt 
replied, " I pray to God to take care of me, 
and send His holy angels to guard me.** " ! 
then," said she, "I will do the same; and 
perhaps He will send my dear grandmamma, 
and she will take care of me, for I know she 
loved me." 

Within a few doors of our house, there was 
an establishment for the education of young 
ladies, kept by Mrs. and Miss Hews. Mary 
Susanna attended this seminary for about three 
months. Both these ladies were greatly at- 
tached to her, and have several times spoken 
of her to me since her death, and always with 
great affection. Mrs. Hews has informed me 
that the first time she saw her she was much 
struck with her, as being a remarkable child ; 
that she always allowed her to sit by her side 
while at school; that she nevex "Via^ \ft ^tA 
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fault with her, or speak twice on the same 
subject; that she often spoke of her as an 
example to her schoolmates, and wished them 
to imitate her good behaviour; that when 
leaving school, she generally asked, " Have I 
been a good child to-day?" The invariable 
answer was, "Yes, dear." Her usual reply 
was, " I am so glad !" And it is remarkable 
that, before she went to bed, she was in the 
habit of asking me the same question; thus 
showing how anxious she was to be kept from 
all that would grieve God or her friends. On 
receiving the assurance that she had, she 
would throw her arms around me, and wish 
me good-night, imploring God's blessing on 
me, her papa, her brothers, and the servant. 
Thus was her oft-repeated prayer answered, — 

" That with myself, the world, and Thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be." 

It has been often said that things trifling in 
themselves are the surest indications of charac- 
ter. It may serve to give an idea of the 
extent to which re\ig^o\JLS «v3fe\^^\,^ \sSs»&^^^ 
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her, if I insert the copy of a book-mark that 
was found in her lesson-book by her Teacher 
a short time after her decease : — 

" THE SEASONS OF LIFE. 

" Serve the Lord of love and truth, 
In the Spring days of your youth ; 
Yield to Him the flower and prime 
Of your vigorous Summer time. 
Let the fruits of grace and praise 
Crown the AuttMnn of your days ; 
And your Winter pass away 
Into changeless heavenly day." 

Disobedience was in her judgment a wicked 
thing; and in proportion to her desire to be 
good, was her grief when she observed con- 
trary feelings and conduct in others. On one 
occasion her eldest brother refused to go to 
bed: this made her quite unhappy, so much 
so, that although she had retired to rest, she 
could not sleep. " !" said she, " I must get 
up and pray for Tom, and ask God to forgive 
him. I love him, although he is naughty, 
because he is mj own dear brother." I must 
^ow mention a circumstance vrtvicYi to^ ^^3m» 
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about two months before her death. I do this 
from a sense of duty, and with the hope that 
it may serve as a caution to those dear little 
children into whose hands this memoir may 
come. 

Like Christians of riper years, my little 
girl had to contend with the great enemy of 
souls, and was the subject of temptation. She 
listened to the voice of the tempter, and for 
the first time known to me uttered an untruth. 
The anguish of mind that I experienced I can 
never forget. My little daughter was also 
deeply distressed. I hardly knew what course 
to take; but, upon reflection, concluded that 
my best plan would be to bow with her at the 
** throne of grace." I led her upstairs, and 
told her little brothers to follow. We all knelt 
by her bedside, and in earnest prayer I pre- 
sented her case to God, confessed her sin, and 
implored His pardoning mercy. In this sacred 
exercise we spent some time. I asked her if 
she felt that God had for Christ's sake forgiven 
her. She said, ** I'm ajfraid not." Her peace 
of mind was gone. Tot aoTcva ^^^'^^^'^v.^ 
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the subject of sorrow ; nor could she be happy 
till she knew that God, whom she had offended, 
was again her Father and Friend. 

There was a person in N^eath to whom she 
was particularly attached, and to whom, on 
this occasion, she opened her mind, and un- 
folded the sorrows of her heart. Since Mary 
Susaona's death, I received from this friend 
a letter, the principal part of which I sub- 
join:— 

*' Deab Mbs. Hasding, 

" I WELL remember the last interview 
I had with your dear little Mary Susanna, 
who is now removed from your earthly care 
to the bosom of her Saviour. When sitting in 
the shop alone, she came in, kissed me, and 

said, 'I am glad to see you, Mrs. C . I 

have felt very unhappy for some days, fearing 
that Jesus does not love me/ The tears 
rolled down her cheeks, causing miae to flow 
also. I said, 'Do you love Jesus, dear?' 
She replied, ' Yes, I do love Him very dearly.' 
I then told ier that was a i^xooi \JcvaX. ^^-soa 
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loved her, and had taught her heart to love 
Him in return. I then reminded her that the 
Saviour when on earth invited little children 
to come to Him. ' 0, yes,* she said, ' I 
love that chapter, and often read it. I 
feel so happy when in my papa's study, 
reading about Jesus, and praying to Him. I 
love the "New Testament best, because there is 
so much about Jesus in it. I can never read 
it without crying. I should like to go to 
heaven. Do you know that I have three 
little sisters there ? I wish my dear mamma 
could go with me, for I think I shall go there 
soon.' ' Why do you think so, dear ? Do 
you not feel well?' She replied, 'Not quite 
well. I often feel a pain in my head and 
side.' On my asking if she had told her 
mamma, she said, * 0, no ! it would make 
her cry, and I cannot tell you what I feel 
when I see her weep.' On leaving, she threw 
her arms round my neck, saying, 'Then you 
do think Jesus loves me. I shall go away 
happy now.' Little did I think this would 
be OUT last conversatioii on ^«x:^s^\A*^^'^ 
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soon she would be with that Saviour whom 
having not seen she loved. Many a useful 
lesson, my dear Mrs. H., have I learned from 
your precious child, who is now transplanted 
to a more congenial soil. 

" Your sincerely attached friend, 
" G. C ." 

She ever after dreaded the smallest deviation 
from the truth ; the impression made upon her 
mind was permanent ; for she had drunk too 
deeply of the cup of sorrow ever to forget it. 
One day, being from home, she observed her 
little playmate commit a similar fault, and 
became greatly concerned, and strove, vdth 
tears, to convince her how much she had 
displeased God. I feel a moumfdl pleasure in 
remembering and recordiog the greatness of 
her attachment to me : this she manifested in 
various ways, cheerfdlly meeting my wishes, 
and scrupulously avoiding what she thought 
would give me pain. If at any time she saw 
me distressed or unhappy, she was accustomed 
^ ask if in anything flihe la^euSi ^e^^ xaa. 
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She wished me to be as free from care and 
anxiety as herself. She frequently anticipated 
my wants, and strove to supply them. 

Not long before she died, I was confined to 
my room for some time : she was my chief 
companion. One evening, especially, when her 
papa was in the country, she came softly into 
the room, found me aws^e, and in tears. She 
begged to know the cause, saying, " Are you 
afraid you are going to die ?'* I told her that 
I felt very ill, and that I thought my recovery 
doubtful, and the idea of leaving her in an 
unkind world grieved me. She threw her 
arms around me, and, with a heart ready to 
burst, exclaimed, "Then I will die too, and be 
laid in the same grave." After a while she 
became more composed, and said, " You must 
try to go to sleep, mamma, and I will stay 
with you till papa comes home, and pray to 
God to make you better ; for I know He will." 
She then sat down on the hearth-rug, and 
silently, but fervently, implored God to re- 
store her dear mamma to health. Her -Qrayer 
was heard and anfiwere^. Tsi-aX. ^V\.^ ^"^ 
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then my chief source of sorrow is now re- 
moved; for, much as I mourn her loss, it would 
have been a far greater trial to have left her 
behind me in the world. When prevented 
from attending school, she delighted to make 
herself useful at home, and was especiaUy 
fond of sitting by my side sewing or knitting. 
She was pleased at the thought of helping me, 
and looked forward to the time when she 
would be able to render me more assistance. 
It was always to her a source of regret that 
her little sisters were removed. She fre- 
quently said, "I wish I had a little sister, 
that we might read, talk, and sing together. 
How delighted I should be to take her to 
chapel, to walk with her in the fields, gather 
the sweet flowers, and sing my little hymns to 
her : but they are now in heaven, dressed in 
white, and wearing bright crowns upon their 
heads." 

Her favourite walk was to the cemetery. I 

often accompanied her there, and on one of 

these occasions she said, with a serious look, 

'^ Mamma, my sisters are buried tYiet^*, \sv3l\.'\\. 
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is delightful to think that although my little 
sisters are sleeping now, just as the flowers do 
in winter, Jesus is caring for them." " Yes, 
love," I said, " they sleep safely in Jesus, who 
came a child into this world that all may know 
He loves little children; and, whether they 
sleep or wake. He is watching over them." 
"0 yes!" she replied, "I have read many 
sweet passages in the Bible about the love that 
Jesus has for children ; that ' He took them up 
in His arms, put His hands upon them, and 
blessed them;' and in another place, that He 
said, * Suffer the little children to come unto 
Me, and forbid them not.' " 

I have already said that death was to her a 
very unpleasant subject. I weU remember her 
distress when the war between England and 
Eussia commenced. One night she wept for 
hours after heeuing her papa read on the 
subject. " 0, mamma ! " said she, *' I do not 
wish any one to die: I am afraid they will 
soon be killing each other here, and then what 
shall I do ? "Will they take my papa away ?" 
And in her agony exdamia^, ^^ ^ l'^^-. '^^'^ 



? 
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will take him ! " I tried in every way to soothe 
her, and at length succeeded by assuring her 
that they would not take her papa away, 
because he was a Minister. This gave her 
great relief, and after a while she composed 
herself to sleep. 

From her earliest childhood she manifested 
a strong attachment to flowers, and seldom did 
she return from, her walks without bringing 
some home, that I might share in her gratifi- 
cation ; they seemed to speak to her, and she 
understood their language. 

All seemed to speak to her of love. All 
seemed to say, " The Hand that made us is 
divine." And while looking on these proofs 
of creative power, wisdom, and goodness, her 
young warm heart glowed with gratitude to 
the Almighty Maker and Giver of all. 

" All things were made to love us : we to love 
All things. Is it not sweet ? the little flowers 
Are made to smile upon us, and the winds 
To fan us, and the bright hot sun to paint 
The dowers, the clouds, the rainbow, and to warm 

The winds, and W. our hearts and eyes m\k ^o^ . 
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The stars are made to shine, the birds to sing, 
The moon to smile, the trees to shade and shake 
Sweet music out, — ^not for themselves, but us. 
The rain is made to fiU the thirsty ground. 
The rainbow tells God's beauty and His truth. 
The storm His strength, the sea his majesty ; 
The grass His tenderness, who carpets thus 
The earth for little lambs, and flowers, and us. 
All things in this fair world for us are made, 
Except ourselves, and we are made for God, 
To live and love like Him." 

On one occasion, during the last winter of 
her life, she had been on an errand, and on 
her return she presented me with a few flower- 
roots, and asked where I thought would be 
the best place in the garden to plant them. 
She was anxious to put them where they would 
be most benefited by the rays of the sun in the 
coming spring, when she hoped to behold their 
opening beauty. She watched the spot where 
her little hands had placed them, and at length 
a few green leaves appeared. She came and 
told me that the plants were not dead, and with 
great joy and gladness exclaimed^ " ^masaxswi.^ 
wliat a garden of ftowei^ ^^ ^^Vw^\ '^SiK"^ 
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seem to be all waking to welcome the sun back 
again. How long, mamma, before the roses and 
honeysuckles will come ? " " It will be June, 
dear, before they will show forth their beauty." 
At last bright June came, with roses, honey- 
suckles, and many other beautiful flowers, but 
not for her: she saw them not; their little 
admirer was laid upon a bed of sickness, and 
my beauteous flower was about to be trans- 
planted to the garden of the Lord. 

*' The stem was snapp'd : 
The white hell in the dust, the dew of mom 
Hung yet upon it, and the sunbeams scarce 
Could leaye the warm heart ; still the sighing wind 
Came to drink sweetness from the stricken flower." 

She had been suffering from hooping-cough, 
and a change of air was deemed requisite. 
Miss Huggins kindly invited her to spend a 
few weeks in Swansea. At first the change 
appeared to be of great service to her, and we 
hoped she would return with her health fidly 
restored. 
But ^^ God's ways are not as omi ^a:^^, 
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nor His thoughts as our thoughts." She 
took cold in returning from chapel. Miss H., 
knowing ho"w delicate she was, promptly 
obtained medical advice; and although no 
danger was apprehended, we thought it best 
that she should return home, that we might 
secure the attendance of our family surgeon. 
Her weakness was great ; but we hoped she 
would rally; for we had seen her brought 
very low before, and indeed much worse than 
she now appeared to be. 

She was able occasionally to read ; but 
when too tired to do so, she wished to be read 
to. As usual, the Bible was the book of her 
choice, and she frequently repeated her favour- 
ite texts of Scripture, and those pieces of 
poetry which she had selected and committed 
to memory. She was especially pleased with 
one beginning with, — 

" Suffer me to come to Jesus, 
Mother, dear, forbid me not ; 
By His blood from hell He frees us, 
Makes us fair mthout ^ «^q\.." 
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On the Friday previous to the Sabbath on 
which she took cold, she was sitting by the 
side of Miss Huggins, silent, but evidently 
thinkiTig on some matter of interest. Miss 
H.'s attention was arrested by her quiet, 
thoughtful manner, and she asked her what 
she was thinking about. She replied, '' I was 
just thinking it is Friday to-day. I am so 
glad that Sunday is near." "But why are 
you glad of that, dear?" "Because I have 
not so much difficulty in being a good child 
on a Sunday." 

June the 4th was the last Sabbath that she 
spent on earth. It was to her a solemn day. 
She was not as usual in the house of GKkL; 
but, though confined to bed, her freed spirit 
was not bound. Her heart was in the sanc- 
tuary; and when the servant returned, she 
called her to her bed-side, and made many 
inquiries respecting what the Minister had 
said, and showed that in spirit she had been 
present with those who were permitted to go 
up to the "house of the Lord." 
It 28 usual for the children \)e\on^^ \ft Vltka 
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yarious Sabbath-schools in Neath to meet in 
the market-place, and after addresses have 
been delivered to them, to walk in procession 
through the principal streets of the town. I 
can scarcely conceive of any kind of service 
that would have given her greater pleasure 
than one of this kind, and I greatly regretted 
that she was unable to accompany her papa to 
meet the children. In accordance with her 
desire, she was wrapped up and taken to the 
window, that she might see them pass. She 
was greatly pleased, and said, "I am glad 
that I saw them, mamma ; it was a beautiful 
sight." 

She had occasionally accompanied the Misses 
Coates to the Sabbath-school, and always 
retained a lively recollection of the kind 
attentions shown her. The affection of these 
young Mends was especially manifested during 
the illness of my Httle girl. They spent much 
time with her, and cheerfully assisted me in 
waiting on her tiU she no longer needed any 
services that we could render. 

In the evening Misa ^u^^geaa ^'Kc^fc Xa '^^ 
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her. She was much pleased, and met her 
with a smile ; but said that she was no better 
than when she left Swansea. The interview 
was short; for her weakness had increased, 
and she could not talk much. 'Never did I 
see her more submissive to the will of God 
than now. Her previous thoughtfdlness, 
reading, and prayer brought forth fruit in this 
her last and severe affliction. Not a murmur 
escaped her lips, nor do I think she had a 
single hard thought of God. She was anxious 
to give to those about her as little trouble as 
possible. She saw the hand of Gk>d, and was 
meekly resigned to His will. She knew that 
God, the Good, the Wise, had sent this afflic- 
tion ; nor could she bear to see me grieving, 
or manifesting anything like distress of mind. 
"0!" said she, "mamma, you must not 
murmur. Job was never heard to murmur, 
though he was so afflicted." 

She frequently spoke of her "darling 
Harry," though suffering so much weakness, 
and seldom heard the sound of his voice 
without expressmg her affec\ioiL ioT "Vjmcl, 
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On Tuesday morning she became much 
worse, and complained of internal pain. The 
symptoms became more and more alarming. 
Her disease was pronounced to be inflamma- 
tion of the bowels. We called in another 
medical man, who gave us little or no hope of 
her recovery. I thought it my duty to make 
her acquainted with the opinion that had 
been expressed. She said, "0 mamma! you 
will make me cry, because I do not want to 
die. I wish to live, and be with you." I 
asked her if I should pray with her. She 
said, " Yes." She appeared to be deeply en- 
gaged herself during the time I was praying. 
At another time, I asked if she would like her 
papa to pray with her, and what she wanted 
him to pray for. She replied, " That I may 
recover, or be taken to heaven." 

On Thursday morning she appeared to be 
a little relieved, and her medical attendants 
gave us a faint hope that she might rally; 
and for two or three hours she appeared more 
like herself, and asked for a book. I brought 
her a few ftoweTO w^ji'c^i >mA Xi^'e^ ^^^sas^e^^s^ 
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the table. She looked at them, but was too 
ill to take her usual interest in them, and 
wished them to be removed; but she looked 
with great interest on an engraving of our 
Saviour blessing the bread and wine, and 
asked several questions respecting it. 

At three o'clock in the afternoon a decided 
change took place ; and it now became evident 
that the time of her dissolution was at hand. 
Of this she was perfectly aware, and said, ** 
mamma, I shall not get better ! Send for the 
doctor, and put me in a warm bath." This 
was done, but without producing any good 
result. For nearly three hours her sufferings 
were very great. I said, "My darling, are 
you afraid to die?" She said, "No, mamma." 
On my making further inquiry, she calmly 
and sweetly assured me that she was not 
afraid to die, because Christ had died for her. 
She saw me weeping, and said, " Don't weep, 
mamma;" and with her trembling hands 
wiped the tears from my eyes, and with great 
tmdemeBB said, "Don't weep, mamma." I 
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said, "It is hard, my darling, to see you suffer." 
She replied, "You must not murmur." 

The cold perspiration stood in large drops 
upon her death-like face. I asked her if she 
would like a little eau-de-Cologne on her 
handkerchief. She said, "!N'o, thank you, 
mamma, I have quite enough; for I have 
heard Mrs. Hews tell the young ladies in 
school that they were not to use much, for if 
they did, it would make them iU." Thus, 
though now in a dying state, she was careful 
to remember the instructions which had been 
given her. 

Her kind Teacher came to see her for the 
last time, and brought her two strawberries, 
being all she could obtain. She ate one, and 
requested that the other might be kept till 
the following day. About an hour before her 
death, she wished me to take her out of bed, 
and nurse her on my lap. " Nurse me," said 
she, "as you do little Harry when he is 
ill." This I did, and there she remained till 
her happy spirit took its flight. Her papa 
opened the Bible, auQi T^«ji ^ ^«s?^ ^^ *^^ 
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eighteenth chapter of St. Matthew, and asked 
her if that was not beautiM. She replied, 
"Yes.** This was the last word she ever 
uttered. 

She now rapidly sunk till half-past seven 
in the evening, her strength was exhausted, 
and with her precious head resting on my 
bosom, without a sigh or struggle, she sweetly 
breathed her soul away to join her little sisters, 
who with thousands of happy children surround 
the eternal throne. 

She died, June 8th, 1854, aged seven years 
and nine months. Her remains were interred 
in the cemetery in Neath, in the same grave 
with those of her little sister. A neat tablet 
is erected to perpetuate their memory. On it 
is inscribed the last portion of Holy Scripture 

' which she ever heard, and to the beauty of 
of which she gave her solemn and dying 
assent : " Take heed that ye despise not one 
of these little ones; for I say unto you, 
That in heaven their angels do always behold 
the face of my Pather which is in heaven." 

(Ma^, xviii. 10.) 



T&ANSPLANTED FLOWEBS. 65 



REMINISCENCES OF LITTLE HARRY. 



Thebe was great similarity between my dear 
little boy and his departed sister. His consti- 
tution, like hers, was delicate. Through life 
they were similarly affected by disease, and it 
may be affirmed with as much truth of him as 
of her, that suffering commenced with exist- 
ence, and was with little intermission con- 
tinued^through his brief career. He, too, was 
baptized by his papa in private, and for the 
same reason as was his sister. 

He was so often brought low and un- 
expectedly restored, that we used to call him, 
our resurrection boy. In disposition, too, he 
resembled my first-bom; mild, gentle, and 
affectionate. His delicacy of constitution 
required great care, and I often feared that 
all the attention I could give him would not 
prevent his early removal. My own fears^ and 
the opinion frequently e^L^tCb^^e^^s^ q{^<sc^>s^'^ 
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proved to be but too well founded. He could 
not bear to be treated with anything Uke harsh- 
ness, and when it was necessary to correct him 
we were obliged to do it in the gentlest manner. 

His sister hailed his birth with joy, and it 
may be said that their mutual affection com- 
menced as soon as he was old enough to return 
her attachment. As they grew, their love to 
each other increased. He looked up to her for 
amusement and instruction, and she was greatly 
pleased to gratify his wishes, soothe his little 
sorrows, and teach him those beautiful verses 
and simple tunes which, to a great extent, 
ministered to his happiness during his brief 
span of earthly existence. 

He was a beautiful boy : no one could look 
but with feelings of interest on his intelligent 
face, surmounted with a profusion of auburn 
hair ; his dark and piercing eyes, regular and 
expressive features ; but, lily-like, he was frail 
though fair. 

Though I have made a passing remark on 

the beauty of the casket, the jewel which it 

contained was indeed of excee^iiig -^ot^Jsi, 
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I can with truth, say, that far beyond his 
personal appearance (lovely though that was) 
did I value that confiding and affectionate 
heart. 

It was necessary to combine great firmness 
with affection in our manner of treating him, 
for he inherited the depravity of our nature. 
He was a high-spirited boy, occasionally 
manifesting self-witL, and striving to have his 
own way. 

I am convinced, as the result of my own 
experience, that there are no means so likely 
to check the evils of our fallen nature and 
induce the opposite virtues, as presenting to 
the mind of a child, in a serious but simple and 
affectionate manner, those religious considera- 
tions which the Scriptures place before us, and 
warrant us to employ. I followed, with refer- 
ence to him, the plan which had been so 
successful in the case of his sister, and with 
the like results. 

As soon as he could be made to understand 
anything, he was told of Jesus and His love. 
He was taught to put \5ivs\i«xv^^ \ft^^S^^T^^vsK^ 
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a blessing was asked at table; to kneel i 
family prayer; to regard the Bible as God 
book, and therefore sacred; to behave wit 
propriety in the house of God, and to repej 
his short petitions in the morning and evenin 
of each day. 

He had little inclination for childish amust 
ments, and never cared to associate with hoji 
but preferred the company of little girls ; pei 
haps, because they were more gentle an 
loving ; and this might have been owing, alsc 
in a good degree, to the fact, that he was s 
much attached to his sister, and spent so muc 
of his time in her society. He would cheei 
fully forego any kind of amusement to hear he 
talk of Jesus and heaven, and good childrei 
and God's love to them. He never realize 
the idea of his sister's death as one migh 
suppose a child of his tender age would. Fo 
him she was living. He knew indeed that th 
body was in the grave, and this spot he oftei 
visited, and here he loved to linger. "No playfti 
activity eharBcterized him while there : whei 
^e tiioagbt and spoke of her, "he \ooY^^ w^ 
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her as living, as happy, as being with Jesus in 
heaven. Of this subject he was never weary, 
and frequently requested me to repeat the 
oft-told tale. He retained to the close of 
his life a vivid recollection of her as she used 
to be while here. He remembered what she 
said, and sung, and did; often observing, 
" Sister loved Harry, sister nursed Harry, 
sister sung to Harry," and the like. If he 
saw any little girl that resembled her in 
person or dress, he instantly noticed it, and 
expressed his love to the stranger, because 
she resembled the one so deservedly dear to 
him. 

I thought it my duty to take my children 
with me in my private retirements, and from 
my heart do I bless God that He inclined me 
to do so, because I know that deep and lasting 
impressions were then made on their young 
and tender minds. At such times he used to 
say, "Have you prayed for Harry, mamma?" 
He knew that he had a heart inclined to evil, 
and that it must be changed, and he i^rayed 
for a new heart. Ye^, WiOM^ ^^ ^^n5»%^^^ 
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prayed for this with simple earnestness. He 
very often repeated, — 

" Gentle Shepherd, on Thy shoulder 
Carry me, a sinful lamb ; 
Give me faith, and make me holier, 
Till with Thee in heayen I am." 

" Prayer is the simplest form of speech 
That infant lips can try." 

To use his own words : " I do ask Jesus to 
give me a clean heart, mamma ; I do, but the 
naughty man won't let me be good." But he 
was not gloomy. "No ; quite the reverse. He 
was a happy, active boy. As soon as his little 
eyes were open, he greeted the newborn day 
with a song ; and his merry laugh, and his clear 
ringing voice, filled our hearts with gladness. 
He spent more time in his papa's study than 
either of the other children. The window 
commanded an extensive and beautiful prospect 
of richly-verdant fields, with browsing flocks, 
and the railway station, with its continuous 
bustie; and for hours he gazed on the varied 
^foeoe with great gratificatioti. AXwwlV. \5kc^ 
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months before his death he was with us iu 
Cornwall. To my father and sisters he was 
very dear ; and we all cherished the hope that 
it might please God to spare him, and make him 
a blessing. But Grod has seen fit to take him 
to Himself ; and we must now look forward 
to a reunion in that "house above," where 
" pain and parting are no more." Just before 
he died, he wished his papa to sing to him 
what he always called his grandpa's hymn: — 

" The heaven of glory is a landing-place." 

At the time we received our appointment to 
Newport, and, indeed, for some time pre- 
viously, he was very poorly ; but on the day 
we left Neath he appeared better : but I am 
now inclined to believe that we mistook his 
eagerness to see Newport for improving health. 
I am convinced he was not in a fit state to be 
removed, but we could not longer defer our 
departure. 

We arrived here on the afternoon of Friday, 
the last day of August. He was cheerful, but 
much j&tigued. On Satva^'^ \ife '^^S' -^^s«fc> 
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dying. His cheek was pale and cold, but fair 
as alabaster. The damp of life's last agony was 
there, and his brow was placid as a waveless 
stream; but something bright and beautiful 
was perceived by him though unseen by us. 
His power of speech was gone; but still he 
wished to make us understand. His eyes grew 
bright, and even wild, and his earnest gaze 
was directed to one particular part of the 
room, and then to me. This was oft-repeated, 
as if he wished me to see what so much 
delighted him. After a while he stretched 
out his feeble arms, and sprung forward, as if 
to clasp the bright and glorious object, and 
thus departed on the morning of Tuesday, the 
4th of September, aged four years and two 
months. 

'*"Was it his fond sister, one o'er whose grave 
The turf of fourteen months had gather* d, 
"Was she there ? that disembodied dear one ? 
Did she give the kiss of welcome 
To the occupant of her own infant cradle. 

So 'twould seem. 
But that fix'd eye no furtket aa«^ct ^«v^ V, 
o 
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Its earthly mission o*er. Henceforth 
It spoke the spirit lore of 
Immortality." 

In addition to what was before on the 
tablet, there is inscribed the following lines : — 

" We dream, but they awake ; 
Dread visions mar our rest ; 
Through thorns and snares our way we take, 
And yet we mourn the blest. 

" For spirits round the' eternal throne, 
How vain the tears we shed ! 
They are the living, they alone. 
Whom thus we call the dead." 

Having buried five children, I have only- 
one left. 'None but a mother, none but a 
bereaved mother, can conceive what a mother's 
feelings are, when she sees laid on the couch 
of sickness the child she has nourished at her 
bosom, and watched over night and day; 
whose tottering steps she at first guided, and 
whose lisping accents have first been addressed 
to her ear. And, ! when that voice can be 
beard no longer, when the eye that once 
beamed upon her with. delig\it is do^^ io^ 
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ever, who can tell a mother's agony? "Can 
a mother forget her sucking child ?" Ah, no ! 
not even when he no longer needs her care. 

I have often looked upon the hallowed spot 
where repose the remains of my dear children, 
and thought of the time when their graves 
shall be opened, and they shall wake from 
their slumbers, and with what suddenness 
these heavenly flowers shall spring into beauty, 
when the " Sun of Righteousness '' shall shine 
upon their graves. Then they shall never 
need to sleep again. Jesus, the gracious 
Saviour, will have put an end to death for 
ever. I will now try to think of them as 
redeemed by Him. Their souls are in His 
presence, and their bodies soon to be raised 
like flowers in spring, to bloom in the sun- 
shine of heaven for ever. 

** The young and the beautiful, why do they die, 
With the flower on their cheek, and the beam in 

their eye ? 
Fresh and unfaded, and life overflowing, 
Hope, love, and tri\im\i!\i m \\v5i ^^jxxsl Vv^^vsvs^ 
glowing. 
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Why is the aged and weary one left. 

Like the old oak of winter, benumb* d and bereft ? 

The infantine flowers round his feet that were 

playing, 
Lie smitten and dead, while he lives, though de- 
caying ; 
Lives on to languish, to struggle, forsaken, 
While they full of beauty and* brightness were 
taken? 

" Murmur not, mortal, nor dare to refuse 
The loveliest lilies thy Father may choose ! 
Say, would* st thou offer Him only the dying, 
All that is budding in beauty denying ? 
Must He not gather the fresh and the fair, 
Only the fading and withering wear ? 
Nay ! let Him choose His own favourite blossom ; 
Grudge not the lily He takes to His bosom.*' 
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